478                   A   GLASTONBURY  ROMANCE
She found the warmth of the fire comforting as it reached her
legs and her skin; and when the moment came for her to tear
open the orange and bury her face in its sugary interior, tearing
the sticky pulp from the bitter rind with her teeth, she found
that her whole mood had completely changed.
She threw the orange skin into the flames then and gathering
her over-all tightly about her she moved still closer to the bars,
letting the warmth extend to as much of her person as she pos-
sibly could, and snuffing up with luxurious satisfaction the smell
of the burning orange skin. She began to grow impatient for
Sam now. She thought of how she would kiss him when he held
her in his arms. 'Til kiss his eyes," she thought. "It's nice when
he shuts his eyes." And then she thought, "I love him when he
works his chin up and down, when he gets worried by anything."
But Sam did not come. It was half-past one now; and she said
to herself, "I ought to get myself something to eat but I shan't
do it.59
She put more coals on the fire and went to the couch and
lay down upon it. She could see a fragment of the garden out
of the window; and how dark it was, and how frighteningly
hushed and still!
She had an abscess in her gum above one of her back teeth;
and this began to hurt her a good deal. The orange-sucking must
have started it. She searched for it with her tongue. She suddenly
began to feel more occupied with this trifling annoyance than
with Sam or her child or Zoyland or the strange nature of the
weather outside. She shut her eyes. At last as she pressed her
tongue against her aching gum a drowsiness stole over her that
almost took her consciousness away. The hurting in her mouth
became a thing entirely distinct from her personality; and when
her drifting thoughts reverted to the embryo life within her, that
also seemed something quite outside of her and independent of
her.
And then before she realised what had happened Sam had
come. Before she was fully awake he had given her a fierce,
violent hug, too hard and breathless to be called tender, too
brief to be called passionate; and there they were, sitting on the